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I. Y Bwthyn lle treuliais fy mebyd, 
Fan hyny mi hoffwn gael byw, 
1 sugne yr awel iach hyíryd 
Mewn tawel gymdeithas â Duw ; 
Gan dwrf y pentrefwyr a'u cyffro 
'Rwyn methu cael unrhyw fwynhad, 
Am hyny nis gallaf anghofio 
Y Bwthyn yn nghanol y wlad. 


Mae Natur o amgylch y Bwthyn 
Yn gwisgo prydferthwch di-ail,— 
A cathlau hoíf adar y dyffryn, 
A murmur y gwynt yn y dail; 
Yn ymyl y tŷ saí,celynen. .... 
Â blanwyd gan ddwylaw fy nhad, 
Yn gysgod rhag 'stormydd mae derwen 
l'r Bwthyn yn nghanol y wlad. 
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3; Symudaf i'r llanerch tra hyfryd, 
Paradws fy nghalon i yw, 
Ac yno tra pery fy mywyd 
Arosaf tra byddaf fi byw; 
Henafiaeth a berthyn i'r bwthyn 
Lle d'wedais i gyntaf, “ Fy Nhad," 
A'r fan y ce's fam i'm hamddiffyn, 
Yw'r Bwthyn yn nghanol'y wlad. 


THE DEAR COTTAGE HOME 
FAR AWAY. 


I. The dear Cottage Home of my childhood I , 

'Tis there I would fain ever dwell, 

'To breathe the pure air of the country, 
'And wander o'er mountain and dell; 

'The noise and the life of the city 
To me no attractions display, 

My heart ever longs to inhabit 
My dear Cottage Home far away. 


” 
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2. Around this fair Cottage has Nature 

been free in her efforts to please,— 

'The birds never cease from their carols, 
And soft sighs the wind through the trees ; 

A holly-tree there did my father 
Plant firm in his life's early day, 

'Tall oak-trees from storms are protecting 
My dear Cottage Home far away. 





3. Erelong Vl remove from the city 

'To dwell in this sweet happy spot, 

No cares or distress shall there enter, 
But peaceful contentment my lot! 

"Twas here my young lips were instructed 
'The words “ Mother, dearest,'' to say, 

'Twas here that my Father caressed me— 
'The dear Cottage Home far away. 
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| Y FERCH O PENDERYN, 


ï . 'Rwy'n caru merch o blwyf Penderyn, 
| Ac yn ei chanlyn er's llawer dydd ; 
Nis gallswn garu âg un ferch arall 
Er pan gwelais 'run gron ei grudd. 
Y mae yn ddigon hawdd ei gweled, 
Er nad yw ond dyrnaid fach ; 
Pan elo hi maes i rodio'r caeau, 
Fy nghalon glaf hi wna yn iach. 


2. Pan o'wn yn myned ar ryw foreu, 
Ac yn,ddiflin tua'm gwaith, 
Clywn aderyn oddiar y brigyn | 
Yn tunio 'n ddiwyd ac yn faith, X 
Ac yn d'wedyd wrthyf finau :— 
“ Mae'r ferch 'rwyt yn ei charu'n drus 
Yn marchio 'i chorff y bore 'fory 
'Tua rhyw fab arall, os bydd hi byw." 


3. A phan glywais inau hyny— 
Do, mi syrthiais ar y llawr ; 
Do, mewn rhyw lewyg.mawr digynyg 
O do, dros dair neu bedair awr ! 
Pwy ddaeth yno i fy'm cwyno 
Ond y pryfyn oddiar y pren, 
ì A chad o helyg /ine digynyg 
I fi gael mournio ar ol Gwen. 
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4. Yn ei phen hi mae dau berlyn, 
Ar ei dwyrudd y mae dau ros; 
Gwyn eì fyd y mab a'i chaffo 
Yn ei freichiau i gysgu'r nos! 
Ffarwel fo i'r ffalst eì chalon,— 
| Do, hi bromisiodd imi'n dda; 
Hi addawodd fy mhriodi— 
Do, cyn diwedd hyn o ha'. 


5. 'Rwy'n myn'd heno, dyn a'm helpo, 
I ganu ffarwel i'r seren syw; 
A thyna waith i'r clochydd 'fory 
I dori'm bedd o dan yr yw! 
A than fy enw'n 'sgrifenedig, 
Ar y tomb wrth fôn y pren, 
Fy mod i'n isel iawn yn gorwedd 
Mewn gwaelod bedd o gariad Gwed. 
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THE MAID OF PENDERYN — 
y. llovea maid of sweet Penderyn o “i 
For many a day I've wooed her true; 
All other maids to me are nothing. 
Since this fair dam*el met my view 
For she's the fairest ia creation, 
Trim and shapely, light as ait, 
A glance from her bright eyes doth charm me, 
And drive away all doubt and care, 


One Summer morn ŵhilst early hasting 
'To work amidst te new-mowm'hay, 

I passed a:bird upon the hedge-row, 
Whose piping car9l seemetl to say t— 

“Alas! poor mortal; £hou'rt deceived, 
'Thy Gweno loves another swain, 

And at the Church f9-morrow morning 
'The Parson there will wed them twain.” 


Now, when I beard those words of sorrow, 
aching heartdjeh burstwith,grief,,. 

' For many an hour I lay there sighing, 
And never could I find relief; 

But on the hedge-row spied I perching 
My faithful íriend, the little wren, 

And in its beak a wreath of willow— 
Fit mourning for my faithless Gwen. 


. Ah! Gwen, thine eyes are sparkling jewels, 

Thy silken cheeks are rosy red, 

Thrice happy is the man who takes thee 
'To yonder Church, and there thee wed. 

But get thee hence, thou faithless creature! 
Since thou my true heart dost deride— 

Did'st thou not say that ere the autumn 
Thou would'st become my loving bride ? 


To-night I'll go—abhr! painful errand !— 
And say, “' Farewell, thou maid untrue l!* 
To-morrow shall the sexton dig me 
A grave beneath the spreading yew ; 
Beneath my name let it be written 
“A the words may meet her ken), 
That in the grave, so cold and lonely, 
Lies one who died for faithless Gwen, 
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